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no longer live in peace with Zeus and Apollo; in
the new Christian temples the altars set up by
eighteenth-century Hellenism could have no place.
The classic age had not felt the need of tempering its
optimistic Christianity with a renunciatory Nasareti-
ism; deism cherished no antagonism to the joyous
serenity of Hellenism. But national adversity and
the upset of the order of the world, first by the
French Revolution and subsequently by Napoleon, had
darkened the souls of the new generation, and given
a sombrer colouring to their lives. Something of the
hostility of earlier centuries to the Greek ideals
returned; the old battle-cry of " Hie Christian, hie
heathen !?? was revived ; the gods of Greece became
once more the gods of heathendom.
On the very threshold of this new era stood one
whose devotion to the gods of Greece—learned, in
the first instance, from his master Schiller—had an
intensity beside which Schiller's seems dispassionate!
indeed: Friedrich Holderlin. Holderlin clung to
Hellenism with every fibre of his passionate, un-
balanced soul; to him it did not represent, as to
Schiller, a golden age to look back upon in elegiac
retrospect; it was an intense reality, a sheet-anchor—
the only sheet-anchor—in his storm-tossed life.
Holderlin's Hellenism was not a thing of a remote
past; the gods of Greece he worshipped were
still living gods; they spoke to him from lake
and forest, in the storm and in the sunshine.
They either lived in the nature around him, or they
did not live—had never lived for him—at all. There
is no Hellenist among the German poets who
was less affected by the dead hand of the classic
tradition than Holderlin. So intense, indeed, was his
Hellenism that it led to hjs ostracism from the great
movement of the time; and yet none was a truer
Romanticist than he. Holderlin's Hellenism was
no joyful possession; but a faith which the dark
powers in his soul were constantly endeavouring to

